CALL  NO  MAN  HAPPY

workmen. My father of'course held a banquet in the wo'ol shed for
the personnel, and opened the ball with Philomene, eldest of the
Alsatian women,, who had been brought to Elbeuf in 1871 in a
wheelbarrow pushed by her father. Some weeks later he retired.
His health was not good and, moreover, with his* habitual generosity
he wished to give me his place now that I had a household of my
own to support.

I tnyself was already becoming an oldtimer. Two of my young
cousins, Pierre Herzog and Andre* Fraenckel, entered the mill in
1912, having taken their bachelor's degrees and done their military
service. Both of diem had taken the course for Cadet Officers of
the Reserve, a new institution which had not existed at the time of my
service. Pierre was in the infantry, Andr6 a chasseur <3 pied; both
possessed the finest qualities of leadership. With them there, I was
confident of the future of the mill. Together with Robert Fraenckel
we composed a unified and enthusiastic young team imbued with
the same theories. Like me, Pierre and Andre had the highest ideals
of the duties of an industrialist, a desire to get aloug0with the work-
men, innate respect-for the interests of the nation and a sense of
sacrifice. I was so happy to find in them collaborators after my own
heart that I forgot for some months-the still bleeding wound of the
literary vocation I had missed. Moreover I .was not writing any
more now; I was too busy. All signs pointed to the life of a great
industrialist for me, sovereign: of his little kingdom and perhaps
happy.

On die zyth of May, 1914, there was born in the little apartment
in the Rue Ampere our daughter, who was called Michelle, from
the name of the heroine in one of Henry Ardel's naive romances
which her modier loved. My wife, who liked to bestow nicknames,
called me Minou and (baptized Jeanne) had named herself Janine,
then Ginette, transformed her little daughter into 'Poucette*.

It was a difficult delivery; Janine was very ill, had a violent
haemorrhage and remained weak for a long time* But she was
pleased to have a baby. An English nurse, an ageless person, red-
headed and authoritarian, came into our house. With her we re-
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